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NOVEL DEPARTMENT. 


THE SHEPHERDESS OF THE ALPS. 


(CONTINCER From PAGE 9.) 





Next day, Fonrose imagined that she endeavoured to 
Bo oie ete 
avoid his coming near her; he was cast down at the very 


thought. Does she suspect my disguise ? Have I discover 


ed myself? These uncéftajnties perplexed his mind ; hig 


hautboy was neglected. Adelaide was not so far distant, 


but she must have heard the sounds, had he played upon it. 


She could not guess the meaning of its silence, and began» 


‘o sing in her own melodious strains, 


Ye pretty birds, whose pensive notes 
“My lamentations join ; 
-th ! what avails your warbling threats, 
Can they soothe woes like mine ? 
Ail seem’d around to share my grief, 


4s if ? assuage my pain, 
But mine admits of no relief, 
And comfort speaks in vain. ' ie. 

Ponrose, moved to his inmost soul with her compiainings, 
«© melodiously expressed, could not refrain trom taking up 
his hautboy. She continued, and he accompanied her 
sweet yoice. 

Never was 2 unison more harmonious. Is this an en- 
chantment? said Adelaide. May I believe my senses? ’Tis 
no mean shepherd, it is some supernatural being that I 
have been listening to! Nature may give a bent, but great 
masters and constant practice alone can raise to such per- 
tection, As she was thus musing, the valley resounded 
with rural, or rather rapturous symphony: Adelaide 
imagined she saw realized those prodigies, which poetry 
attributes to music, her brilliant sister. Astonished and 
confused, she could not determine whether to approach 
or retire ; mean while, the young shepherd was collecting 
his flock to lead it back to the cottage. He is not con- 
scious, said she, of the pleasure he communicates around, 
nor is he the least vain of his perfection ; he does not ex- 
pect the praises I owe, which are so justly his due. Such 
are the sweets of music; it is the only talent that finds 
enjoymeént in itself; all others must have witnesses or 
else partakers. Music was a gift from heaven, bestowed 
on man in his state of innocence; it is the purest of all 
pleasures, and the only one that I can yield to. I look upon 
this young shepherd as an echo, that comes to repeat my 
grief. 

Fonrose, in his turn, affected to avoid her. Adelaide was 
concerned at it. Alas! said she, I give myself up too easily 
to the little comfort I felt ; I am deprived of it for my pun- 
sshment. 


One day as they met, as if by chance, Shepherd, says she, 
do you lead your flocks to any great distance? These 
words, uttered from her sweet lips, caused in Fonrose’s 
heart such an emotion, as almost deprived him of his voice. 
I cannot tell, replied he, with hesitation; it is not I that 
lead my sheep, it is my sheep that lead me: they are better 
acquainted with these pastures; and | let them range 
wherever they please to ge. From wiepce came you ? said 
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Adelaide. 


plied Ponrose. And were you brought up to a shepherd’s 
life ? No doubt, since I am one, I was designed for it. ‘Vhat 
is what I can scarce believe, she replied, (gazing on him 
with fixed attention,) your talents, your language, your air, 
all convince me to the contrary.. You are very good, an- 


I was born on the other side of the Alps, re- 


swered Fonrose, but does it become you to tax nature of 


bestowing her favours with a sparing hand on those of our 
condition ; you, whom she has formed rather for a queen 
than a shepherdess ? Adelaide blushed, and waved the dis- 
course. The other day, said she, your hautboy accom- 
panied my voice with such a masterly art, as must scem a 
prodigy in one brought up to feed the flocks. 
singing, replied Fonrose, that is a real one in a simple 
shepherdess. What, was you never instructed? Like you, 
Ihave no other guide but my heart and ear, 
was moved ; what my heart feels, my instrument expresses ; 
I breathe into it my very soul. This is incredible, said 
Adelaide. I thought so too, replied he, whilst I listened 
to your voice, and now I am convinced of it; though some 
times nature and love wiil frolicsomely bestow their choic- 
est favours on the meanest object, to show that there is no 
condition, be it ever so low, but what they can ennoble, 
Whilst they thus discoursed, advancing in the valley, Fon- 
rose, animated by a small ray of hope, began to make it re- 
sound with the rapturous notes that pleasure inspires. Ah! 
cease, cried Adelaide, spare me the image of a sentiment I 
never more shall taste ! This solitude is consecrated to 
grief; these echoes as unused to repeat the accents of joy, 
all here join with lamentations. I am not without my woes, 
said the young shepherd, fetching a deep sigh, which was 
followed by a pause of silence, What has caused your af- 
flictions ; of what do you complain? Is it of mankind; is it 
of fate ? inquired Adelaide. I really cannottell. All that 
i know is, that I am very far from being happy; pray in- 
quire no farther into my situation. Hear me, said Ade- 
laide, heaven has made us acquainted to be a mutual sup- 
port to each other’s woes; mine are a burthen, under 
which my heart sinks down even to despondency. Who 
ever you be, if you are unhappy, you are compassionate ; | 
believe you worthy of the confidence 1 shall repose in you, 
but you must promise that the confidence shall be recipro- 
cal, Alas! said Fonrose, my woes are of a nature perhaps 
never to be relieved. Mcet me to-morrow, said Adelaide, 
at the foot of this hill, under the spreading oak where you 
heard me moan, I shall there reveal what will exeite your 
pity. They parted. Fonrose passed the night with great 
inquietude ; his fate depended on what he was to hear; he 
dreaded the discovery of a tender unhappy passion. If she 
loves lam undone, said Fonrose to himeclf. He set out 
betimes to the rendezvous ; and the fair shepherdess soon 
after. The morn was overcast with clouds, as if nature 
presaged their sorrowful conversation. ‘They seated them- 
selves under the oak, when, after a profound sigh, Adelaide 
thus began the story of her woes : 

Beneath those stones you see there, almost covered with 
the creeping grass, lie the remains of the mos: faithful 
and virtuous of men, whom my love and imprudence 
brought to the grave. I was born in France, of a wealthy 
fumi'y, and of high distinction, an! too wealthy, to my mis- 
. 


*Tis your 


You sung, | 








| and I went g#ith him as far as Brianson. 
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fortune. Count Orestan conceived for me the most pas 


sionate tendar love, to which my heart corresponded wit! 
equal \. urith. Ny par nts ob}. ct d to our unK nh, an 
refused thesfeonsent. Hurried on by passion, I agreed to 


private mafPiage, sacred to virtuous souls, but disapproved 
My 


husband wasterdered to join the corps he was to command 


of by the laws. Italy was then the theatre of war. 
There my foolish 
fondness prgyailed upon him to stay with me two days, 
which he pagsed with extreme reluctance, 1 sacrifice, sa.d 
he, my duyefor you. But what had I not sacrificed fo- 
him? in sleet, I exacted it. 

He afietWards set out, with a foreboding that terrified 
me I aGgonypanied him to this valley, where we took 
I i 
days the report ofa bettie was spread about. I was sure 


leave of « wath oer, and I returned to Brianson. a few 
that my cdéar Orestan was there; 1 wished it for his honor, 
l feared jt fox my love; wh . I received a letter from him, 
which affogded me great comfort. Hie informed me, that 
such a daypand such an hour, I should find him in the val- 
ley, unde#the same oak where we had bid farewell ; that 
he should be there alone, and Ues:red to meet Mc una 

panied; adding, that he only lived for me.. Alas, how 
considerate | was! I saw nothing in the letter, but his im- 
patience to see me, and that impatience was to me very 
My Orestan 
received me in the most tender manner; ‘ Ah, my dear 
Adelaide, “said he, you would have it so. I have failed in 
my duty, at the most important crisis of my life. What 
I feared is come to pass.’ After a pause, he added, ‘ The 
battle was given, my regiment charged, performed wonder 


flattering. I was exact to the appointment. 


of valour, and I was not at its head. 1 am dishonoured, for- 


ever lost without resource! I have but one sacrifice more 


to make you, which I have come to consummate, 


At these words I pressed my dear husband to my arms 
I felt the bivod congeal in my shivering heart ; 1 fainted 
dead away. He took that opportunity to perpetrate his 
design ; and I was recalled to life by the report of the fatal 
pistol that ended his life. How can I paint the cruel situa- 
tion in which I was left? It cannot be described. These 
tears, that must forever flow, these tears which suffocate 
my voice, give but a faint idea of my distress, 1 passed 
the night over the bloody corpse, quite stupified with grief 
My first thoughts were, as soon as I was able, to bury it 
These hands dug his grave, (| 
the 


moment in which the earth separated me from the dear re- 


and my shame together 


don't mean to move your compassionate heart,) but 


mains, was a thousand times more dreadful than can be 
that which will divide this body from my soul. Depressed 
with grief, deprived of food, my feeble hands were tw: 
days employed in performing this last sad duty ; and ther 
I formed a determined resolution to remain in this solitud 
till death reunite us. Gnawing hunger preyed upon mn 
vitals, and I thought myself criminal in preventing nature 
from supporting life, more insupportable to me than deat! 
I changed my dress for this of a simple shepherdess, and ! 
look upon this valley as my only asylum, Fver sis 

fort but th 


t of weening over th 


© 


have bad no other cer 
rrave, wh chih we w.ll soun be 1 s¢ 
, Yr 











MISCELLANY: 


THE PEDLAR.....Mo. VII. 


STORY. 








A TRIE 


Some preachers make a most tremendous noise 
And proud is he who makes the greatest racket, 
Who with most energy his zeal employs 
To trip up Satan’s heels, and dust his jacket. 
By courtesy and self-constraint we call 
A preacher, any fellow that can baw; 
Foam at.the mouth, run over at the eye, 
Frighten young children, make old women ery, 
Fall into trances, and fall out again, 
Raise in conventicle the solemn strain, 
Talk nonsense by the hour, scream in his prayers 
As though the deity had lost his ears. 
Two of these _powerful enemies of hell 
These mimic Michaels (I knew them well) 
Of whom the one could spell, the other read, 
And write perhaps—on many an arduous deed 
Of reformation and conversion bent, 
Through many a country town and village went. 
At last they rais’d a flame, feeble at first, 
For mighty things from small begirnings rise ; 
But by continual feeding, it soon burst 
E’en into Etnean splendour on their eyes. 
In the small townlet where this work began, 
All throng’d to hear the word, except one man, 
One hard, corrupted, swearing reprobate 
Whose mouth was full of cursing and of hate 
Whene’er he heard or thought of these good men. 
He curs’d them at a distance, and e’en when 
They visited with pious zeal, his door, 
fle shut it in their faces, nay, e’en more, 
He loaded them with insult and with blame, 
And many a wicked word of sin and shame 
A short time after, this bad man fell il. 
Say, did he hold his pride and hatred still 
Even to the last, the closing hour’—Oh no! 
He sent a messenger with words of woe 
Unto these good men whom he had despis’d. 
They, honest souls ' were wondrously surpris’d, 
But ran, for fear the fellow should be dead, 
And found him, pale and dying in his bed. 


A short and transitory gladness ran 

O’er the wan features of this dying man ; 

A smile sat flickering on his heavy brow 

As they approach’d his couch of death—* And now 
* My holy friends, too long despis’d,’ said he, 

* Who yet have not refus’d to visit me, 

‘ Each brother take my hand—now on my bed 

* Lay on each side’—They did as he had said. 

* Now, Holy Father’—Thus the dying man 

ilis first his only prayer to heaven began— 

* Now, Holy Father, I can die in peace, 

* My fears, my doubts, my sorrow all shall cease, 
‘ For as my blessed Lord and Saviour died, 

‘A malefactor hanging at each side, 

‘A good man between villains—so even I 

‘ Between a pair of thieves and scoundrels die.’ 


—=_ oo 


FOR THE WEEELY MAGAZINE. 


TO WOMAN, 
With rapture on each charm I dwell, 
And daily spread thy beauty’s fame ; 
And still my tongue thy praise shall tell, 
Though envy swell, or matice blame / 
Brrxe a friend to all the benign feelings of the human 
breast, permit me to award you the praise which reason 
gals meis yourdue. I pray you not to think I flatter, 
or that f am complimenting you with fashionable insin- 
_cerity, both of which are despicable in the extreme, and 
never enter the minds of any but those shameful and dis- 
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gusting men, who by their oddity and misconduct are not 
permitted to enjoy the cheering and d ul society of 
the other sex. Igratitude appears to h<« (#1 some men) 
the most prominent feature of their chi » and their 
feelings are indurated by an inherent p ple of deprav- 
ity. Such men think that while they can slander and ana- 
thematize those who watched over, their infancy with the 
acutest anxiety, and to whose bosoms they were once 
folded with the ardent affection of a mother® that they 
are practising the greatest virtues of which they are ca- 
pable, and even flatter tuemseives that while they are 
thus committing the most unwarrantable depredations 
upon the character of the female sex by tocir slander, 
misrepresentation and wickedness, that they are listened 
to by most men with attention and approbation; but they 
are grossly mistaken ; for men are generally too well ac- 
quainted with the innumerable good qualities of which 
females are possessed, to credit for a moment their base 
insinuations. But there is yet one consolation to be de- 
rived even from the invectives of these misjudging be- 
ings, and it is this :—that their censure is loudest on those 
who possess the most virtue, thercfore, ineffectual. But 
happily, there are some men whose minds are enlighten- 
ed by the bright rays of reason, whose hearts are expand- 
ed by the pure flame of gratitude and love, who are proud 
to acknowledge that woman’s heart is the throne of eve- 
ry virtue; that woman’s bosom is the canopy of every 
benevolent feeling which can give additional joy in pros- 
perity, and consolation in adversity. To the last, imagi- 
nation roves in vain to find a greater, a sweeter reward 
than woman’s complacent smile, and fair beauty’s kiss. 
Sweet woman, thy bosom is the pillow on which man 
finds repose from every trouble and anxiety ; who but an 
anchorite can look with indifference on this fairest part 
of creation! Let them come forward with all the unchar- 
itableness they please; let them declaim against mar- 
riage ; against mutual affection and innocent cnjoyments 
with the temale part of society, let them heap abuses on 
them as much as they please, charge them with pride, 
coquctry, inconstancy, and all the imperfections that their 
disordered imaginations can conjure up; still will the 
virtuous of the sex view with unconcern such Lilliputian 
attacks upon their character and reputation. 
From every gift of heaven, to charin, is thine: 
To love, to praise, and to adore, be mine. 


ROMEO. 
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Sali unaccomplished a 
Who graceful'y to dance was never taught. 
Ovip, 

Iw civilized society, refinement has always been its own 
best advocate. In the intercourse Which we are obliged, 
in some measure, to hold with one another, as well as in 
that which nature, and our best feelings prompt, it is 
found that something is wanted to soften the asperities, 
and polish down the rough surfaces which too often pre- 
sent themselves. In business as well as in pleasure, we 
feel the need of this polish to facilitate the one, and to 
give a proper zest to the other. 


In conformity with these ideas, it has been found that 
refinement has ever kept pace with civilization; and that 
the arts and sciences have even been held in secondary 
consideration to the accomplishments that add grace to 
the movements, and give a pleasing and easy access to 
In consequence, the accomplish- 
ment of Dancing has at all times been held in high esti- 
mation; and has finally been so far improved upon, as to 
become an art, and taught asa scicnce. As a source of 
pleasing amusement and wholesome exercise, and as a 
school of politeness and refinement, it should reccive the 
countenance and support of every liberal mind: and 
while we are ready to allow for every prejudice, we can- 
not admit that it has any tendency to immorality; or that 
there can possibly be any sin inan exercise, which, in one 
age of the world was practised as a part of the sacred 
service, duc toa perfect being, whom they held in the 


every situation in life. 
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highest reverence, and worshipped in holy fear.—Thes, 
remarks have been elicited b, an advertisement of 
Masi, which we have observed in the newspa ers o! the 
past week. By this we are info-med that his Exhibition 

d Ball will take place on Thursday evening next at the 
Exchange Coffee H uc. F om a thorough knowledge of 
Mr. Masi’s system, and a long personal acquaintance, we 
are prepared to say that this exhibition will exceed any 
that the public have ever witnessed. Mr. Masi’s system 
is perfectly scientific, and by giving his whole mind an‘ 
attention to the instruction of his scholars, he has broug!.' 
them to a perfection which warrants and will bear us ou: 
in the above assertion. The great ‘variety of new and 
striking dances’ which the scholars will exhibit; the sim. 
plicity and gracefulness of their steps and movements , 
and the order and exactness with which they are execut. 
ed, will combine to excite an interest, and produce a 
pleasure, worthy the patronage which we trust will be 
bestowed on this eccasion. We cannot close this notice. 
without mentioning that the Shaw! Dance which received 
so much applause the last, will be repeated this season 
singly; and additionally in Grovp; and the real FAN 
DANGO, with the original music on the castanets, will b: 
given in a superior style. Among the other entirely new 
dances, we notice Le folies D’ Eepagne, the Pas de Trois, 
and the Italian Washerwoman, which as novelties and spe 
cimens of the art, are highly worthy of attention 


— +o 


NATURAL FEELINGS NOT TO BE OVERCOME 


Sryeca has always been one of my favourite authors 
Now I had just finished reading his consolatory chapte: 
against immoderate sorrow for the loss of friends, when. 
servant came to desire me to step into my neighbour 
Beverley’s. 

So I closed the book, and, as I did it, laying my right 
hand across my breast, thou, Seneca, said 1, hast steeled 
me ut all points, not only against the loss of relations 
but against every other misfortune t at can possibly 
happen.—I could now stand with the greatest indiffer- 
ence, and see world wrecked against world, and myseif 
at last involved in the general ruin. 

I had just finished this sentence when I was got as far 
as my neighbour’s door, and by saying it, methoug t my 
heart was become too large to be contained within my 
breast. 


In this humour I stepped in, and found that his wife 
had a few minutes before expired in his arms, while three 
lovely children were weeping around their deteased 
mother.—The good man sat leaning his head upon his 
arm, and wiping a silent tear from his eye, which he en 
deavoured to conceal from his little family. 

I have aremedy for your distress, said I to myself, so 
putting on the air of a stoic, I sat down. 

Have you ever read Seneca? said I—No, answered hg. 
—My heart exulted within me at the reply ; so I began 
from that author to tell him, that it was needless to 
grieve for death, since it was unavoidable ; that the man- 
ner how, was uncertain and indiffe: ent ; that the time 
when, was of no consequence—as the longest liver only 
survived the shortest for a few days; that tears might 
be a mean of carrying us to the dead, but could neve: 
bring them back to us.—This will certainly do, said I; 
so I stopped to observe the effect of it.—A fresh tear fell 
from his eye.—I have yet stronger consolations than 
these, thought I, and they will certainly answer. 


So I went on to observe, that death only took the de- 
ceased from a world of pain, anxiety, and trouble, to one 
of peace and serenity ; and that the spirits of tie de- 
parted looked down with contempt apon our ignorance, 
fur grieving foolishly at their welfare. Here the tears 
began to flow more abundantly.—I was astonished !— 


There is nothing more easily given,nor more difficult te 
receive than consolation and advice. When tie mind 
is at ease, she thinks that the considerations she offers 
would restore her own quiet, if it was lost, and there- 
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fore naturally concludes that they should restore that of 
another.—When she is established in the principles of 
virtue, she wonders how any one can be vicious.—I 
thought that what I had said would have recovered me 
from the most affecting scene of woe, and I thought it 
should have done so to my neighbour, so I never imagin- 
ed that what Seneca had said might be unnatural, but 
that my neighbour was insensible. 

I will profit by these consolatory discourses, said I, if 
no body else@should } so I went home, and read them all 
over again, as also his dissertation on anzer.—Strange! 
said I, when I had finished them, what a man my neigh- 
bour is '—Grief, sorrow, anger, now all appear to me in 
such a ridiculous light, that I think I shall never be weak 
enough to fall into any of them.—Thanks to Seneca.— 
Would he could pat my good neighbour in the same sit- 
uation, and he certainly would do it, if the poor man was 
capable of preceiving the force of his reasoning. 


There is nothing so apt to deceive us as our own hearts. 
— The servant was laying the cloth for supper; I was 
walking through the room in this elevated temper ; Let 
the world go to wreck, said I, what is that to me? Just 
as I was saying it, a darling China mug, which wasa gift 
from my aunt Margery, fell plump on the floor, and was 
shivered to pieces.—Devil—cried I, and lifting up my 
stick, lent the poor fellow a blow upon the head—He ran 
out of the room in a fright—and I ran about it in a passion. 


There was hardly any thing that I valued more than 
my mug, except Seneca’s book, and it had unluckily 
been swept from the corner of the table by the tail of 
the servant's coat, and lay among the shattered frag- 
ments of the mug, and among the spilt beer which it had 
contained,—When I observed this, I grew outrageous— 
pulled up the book—threw it inte the fire—pulled it out 
again—threw it on the floor—stamped on it with my 
foot—then flung myself into the great chair, 


AsI had rothing to vent my rage upon, it began to 
subside ; so I arose, and opened the book, to see if it was 
spoiled.——At first sight, several exclamations against 
wnger presented te me.—I was struck !—I will behave 
better for the future, said I; and nothing, O divine old 
man ! shall ever make me again deviate from thy ruics ! 

TO BEL CONTINUED, 


—_-o-— 


The following Injunctions of a Bishop of Worcester, on a 
visit to his Clergy, in the latter end of Henry the seventh’s 
eign, are intended by a correspondent to give an idea of 
the state of Religion and the scarcity of Bibles in England 
at that time. 

First, you shall every one of you provide 
with the Holy Bible in English and Latin; or at least a 
New Testament, before the Feast and Nativity of our 
Lord next ensuing. 


yourselves 


That every one of you do read over a Chapter in En- 
glish to your Parishioners every Day, comparing the 
English with the Latin. 

That every one of you have the Book, call’d, The iusti- 
tution of a Christian Man. 

That you leave off your long Beards ; for they hinder 
the fruitful Preaching of God’s Word. 

That you instruct from your Pulpits, the Children 
of the Parish to read English, that they may the better 
know how to pray in their Mother Tongue. 


That no Clergyman whatsoever do discourage any sage 
Person from reading good books, either in Latin or En- 
glish.; but rather animate and encourage him in it. 


That every one of vou, not only in Preaching and open 
confirmation ; but also in secret confession, and making 
of Testaments, excite and stir up your parishjoners to 
the necessary works of mercy and charity, 


That every one of you keep your parishoners to peace, 
love, and charity; so that none of you suffer the sun to 
Set upon ther wrath, 

That you suffer no Friars or Monks to preach in yout 
churches under pretence of trental quarier-gervice, ar 
otherwise 
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That preaching be never laid aside amongst you, under 
pretence of processions, and other less essential ceremo- 
nies. ' 


That you do not admit any young man or woman to 
receive the sacrament at the altar, until that he or she 
openly in the Church, after mass or Evening Song, do 
repeat in English the Pater-Noster, the Creed, and the 
Ten Commandments. 


That you, or none of you, command common People 
to fast upon the even of obsolete Holidays, 


. 


NATURAL BRIDGE. 


Apvams, a township in Berkshire county, (Mass.) is sit- 
uated in a valley almost surrounded by high mountains. 
In the northern part of this town is a great natural curi- 
osity. A pretty mill stream called Hudson’s Brook, 
which rises in Vermont, and falls into the north branch of 
Hoosuck river, has, for thirty or forty rods, formed a very 
deep channel, in some places sixty fect deep, through a 
quarry of white marble. Over this channel, where deep- 
est, some of the rocks remain, and form a natural bridge. 
From the top of this bridge to the water, is sixty-two feet ; 
its length is about twelve or fifteen, and its breadth about 
ten. Partly under this bridge, and about ten or twelve 
feet below it, is another, which is wider, but not so long ; 
for at the east end they form one body of rock, twelve or 
fourteen fect thick, and under this the water flows. The 
rocks here are mostly white, and in other places clouded, 
like the coarse marble, common at Lanesborough and in 
other towns in Berkshire county. 


— 


AN ELEPHANT’S GALLANTRY. 

St. Petersburgh, ( Rus.) April 2.—A wooden house has 
been built for the Elephants with which the Emperor 
has been presented by the Shah of Persia: the male is 
seventeen feet high, and is the same upon wluch the Per- 
sian monarch used to ride under an awning. 
sians have remained here to attend these animals. A 


Some Per- 


very curious circumstance occurred a few days since. A 
lady who often came to see the Elephant, was accustomed 
to bring him bread, apples, &e. One day the animal by 
way of shewing his gratitude, seized the lady with his 
trunk, and put her upon his back, on the place where the 
driver usually sits. The poor woman, terrified by this 
unexpected picce of gallantry, shrieked violently, and 
begged to be taken down ; but the Persians assured her 
that it was far more prudent to remain where she was.— 
She was, therefore, obliged to wait till the Elephant laid 
hold of her again, and set her down as gently as he had 
before iifted her up. 


lI 


THE FORCE OF IMAGINATION, 

A rauwer, being in the field with his reapers, helped 
them to kiil a rattlesnake, and soon after having occasion 
to go home, took up his son’s jacket and put it on; his 
son was a young man, and both their jackets were made 
out of the same piece of cloth: The old man being warm, 
did not button the jacket until he got to the house, and 
then found it too little furhim; he imagined he was 
grown too big for his jacket, and that the snake had bit- 
ten, and poisoned him ; he therefore grew suddenly very 
ill, and was put to bed. All the people about him were 
alarmed. Doctors assembled from far and near; the man 
grew worse and worse, and had i:ke to have died. At 
length the son came home, with a jacket too big for him, 
and grumbling for hisown, ‘This proved an effectual 
remedy ; the father recoveved in a moment. 

— 
APHOR(SMS. 

Passions often beget their opposites : avarice produces 
prodigality, and prodigality avarice : men are often con- 
stant through weakness, and bold through fear. 

Philosophy easily triumphs over fast and future ills; 

but present ills tr.umph over philosoph*. 


OO a 
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In the first part of the ‘Character of the Shakers, 


was concluded in our dast) the site of the Shaker Vi 
is stated to be on the western side of June 


A Correspondent remarks :— 


‘ There is no mountain by that name in the topo 
cal books, or any other list of books in our countr 1) 
aboriginal name of Hoosoox is the proper name of t! 
mountain, and is the same as that of the river 


whose highest sources are near the to of H 


Berkshire, which contains part of the Shaker settle: 


The mistake arose probably from the similarity of th 


names, and the casy transition from one td the other.’ 
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SUMMARY OF NEWS. 


Important Report. Capt. Boden (of brig Hope, a 
below last night, from St. Sebastians) informs, that a doy 
or two previous to his sailing, a report was im circul 
tion, that war had been declared between the Spania: 
and Portuguese, on account of some possessions whic 
each nation claimed in South America. The repo 
reached St. Sebastians by the way of Madrid, and it w 
generally believed to be true. 


It is again asserted, that the Pope hes dissolved 
marriage between Napoleon and Maria Louisa, and that 
their son is to be created Archbishop Primate of Ratis 
bone, and Arch Chancellor of the German Empire, a 
soon as he shall have attained the age to fulfil 
the functions attached to these dignitio:, and have rece 


ed the holy orders 


requisite 


So great has been the sudden revival of trade, says a Li 
erpool paper, that several merchants in Leeds find it im 
possible to procure pelisse cloths, shawls, and stuff goods 


in general, fur the execution of their orders. In woolen 


goods, generally, a considerable rise has taken piace 


It is said that upward of 3000 muskets, with military 
apparatus in proportion, had been shipped from England 
for the Spanish Patriots, towards the close of Septemb< 
last 


hust und was a dis- 


New 


The Countess Piontkowska, whios« 
tinguished officer under Napoleon, has arrived at 
York. 

} 


We are happy to learn that the late rumor of a duc! 
between Gens. Jackson and Adair, proves to be erron 
eous. “We are warranted (says the National Intell 
gencer) in saying that this story is entirely without 
foundation 


Mrs. Monroe (the lady of the president) is the Ist 
Directress, Mrs. Van Ness, 2c Directress, Mrs. Seaton, 
Seerctary, and Mrs. M’Gowan, Treasurer, of the Femal 
Orphan Asylum, in Washington. 


Gen. Gaines was at St. Stephens, Aug. 11, 
parations for repelling, or attacking, the hostile Ind 
in that quarter. 


The next Congress will convene at 
the Ist Monday of December. 


The British Consul, Ge ree Manners, EF j. and ian 
arrived on Sunday last. 


Thursday, the 4th day of December, 1s appointed by 
the Governor, with the advice and consent of the Counci', 
to be observed by the people of this Commonwealth as a 
Day of public Vhanksgiving and Prayer 


Theatre.—On Monday evening The West Indian, with 
the melo drama of Tekeli. 


Margaret Houghtaling, was executed at Hudson, on 
the 17th inst. for the murder of her infant child by poison 
Though no one doubted the truth of the evidence, uncer 
which she was convicted, she continued to dery the 
crime, tothe last moment of her existence. I 
that from 10 to 15,000 persons were present at the exe- 
cution. 

f —— — —————— —_—. 
MARRLAGES 

In this town, Mr. Benjamin Littlefield to Miss Mare 
Luzader, both of Boston—Mr. Jacob Bender to Miss Bu 
nice Belknap—Mr. Oliver Cook to Miss Eliza Hichborn 
—Mr. Samuel Brooks to Miss Betsey Curtis—Mr. Sct 
Sumner to Miss Susan Wilber, both of Boston. 

DEATHS. 

In thie town, Miss Harriot Wild, aged 17—Mrs. Betses 
Jennings, aged 51—Capt. John Clark, agetl»76—Mr 
Rachei Atkias, aged 37—Mrs. Louisa Long, aged 27, by 
the bite of a dog. 

In Dumfries, (Scotland) on tl.e 6th Sept. Janet, wife o 
William Taylor, agel 8). She was the only surviving 


is said, 


sister of the celebrated Frau! Jones 





' 
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POETRY. 


(ORIGINAL.) 





POR THE WEEKLY MAGAZINE. 
TO FANCY. 
Hiraer, sportive Fancy, fly, 
Here, deluder, bend thy way, 
To charm the passing hour try, 
And lend thy influence to my lay 


Yield to me that Vision’d bliss 
That defies the deepest care ; 
Makes 2 heavenly sta:: of this, 


Sorrow’s face a smue to wear. 


‘Tis not riches I would crave, 

Ne: the boon’s beneath a thought 
A competency I would have, 

But nothing by dishonour bought. 


No vast mansion’s towering height, 
Whose door denied to hunger, bread 
No costly equipage, whose sight 


Should fill its owner e’en with dread 


A simple dwelling, neatly small, 

With what convenience would require, 
Should constitute of mansion all 

My utmost wishes should desir« 


No luxurious table, drest 

in spoils from ev’ry climate borne ; 
Not a wish should be exprest, 

Which caus’d a teaa—from mis’ry torn 
Frugality my board should crown, 

Health an appetite should give ; 
Virtue herself, without a frown, 

Miglit view the state in which Id live. 


Now for one to share my cot, 
Now my Eden wants an Eve ; 
Fancy, fill my happy lot, 
Nor my dearest wish deceive. 
Oh! make me with M * * * * blest, 
And let her fate be join’d with mine ; 
Then, if thou should’st withhold the rest, 
I'd be too happy to repine. 
Let her kind consent incline 
Where my fondest hopes pursue ; 
Bliss will then indeed be mine, 
Such as Fancy never knew 
~lugust 1817 W. 
mew + eo 
(SELECTED. ) 


Messrs. Enrrons, 
Please insert the following lines in your Magazine, and 


lige 
GARRICK’S ADVICE 10 MARRIED LADIES. 


A Supscaisere, 


Ye fair married dames, who so often deplore, 

* That a lover once bless’d is a lover no more,’ 

Attend to my counsel, nor blush to be taught, 

‘That prudence must cherish, what beauty has canght. 
The bloom of your check and the glance of your eve, 
Your roses and Ilies may make the men sigh ; 

But roses and lies, and sighs pass away, 

And pass.on will de, as your beauties decay. 

ise the men that you wed like your fav’rite guitar, 
Tho’ music in both they are both apt to jar 

How tuneful and soft from a delicate touch, 

Not handled too roughly, nor play’d on too much ¢ 

‘The sparrow and linnet will feed from your hand, 
Grow tame by your kindness, and come at command ; 
i:xert with your husband the same happy skill, 

tor hearty like your birds, may be tam’d to your will. 
Be gay and good humour’d, complying and kind, 

urn the chief of your care from your face to your mind. 
1.5 thus that a wife may her conquests improve, 

And Hien-n shall rivet the fetters of Low. 
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SINGULAR TRIAL.- 


The Court of Assize at Gard, in France, has 
lately tried a case worthy of being enrolled in the 
list of celebrated causes. A fratricide, a forgery, 
the counterfeit, and concealment of a corpse, such 
are the crimes of which justice has been seeking 
the authors. Striking contradictions, incredible 
events, and numerous but irreconcilable witnesses 
envelop this shocking affair in an obscurity, which 
it seems almost impossible to dissipate. 

A man was assassinated at Bagnols, and his 
death verified in the civil records of Thoulouse ! 
He was buried at St. Pons, in the Department of 
Gard, in Nov. 1813; and in the early months of 
the following year fourteen witnesses attest on 
oath that they saw him at Nismes, that they knew 
him and talked to him; and all agree in the little 
details which he communicated to them of his 
journey and his private life ! Some suspicions fall- 
ing on these witnesses, the President of the Court, 
by virtue of his discretionary power, summoned 
ethers, whose depositions were, h»wever, in strict 
conformity to those of their predecessors. Six 
entire days apptied to the investigation of this 
subject threw no certain light on it whatever. 

Honore Combalusier having been paying a visit 
to his brother Rolond, at Bagnols, Rosina Nogier, 
the wife of the latter, went with him to St. Quen- 
tin; and they returned together to Roland’s 
house next day, the 19th November, 1813. That 
same day, between nine and ten in the evening, a 
low noise was heard in the house. By degrees it 
increased ; it was accompanied by plaintive cries ; 
a stifled voice implored help, and appeared gradu- 
ally to weaken, when a sudden clatter of chairs 
and tables, such as might be occasioned by a man 
struggling against death, and fighting all about 
him, struck terror into the inhabitants of Bagnols, 
and induced them to knock loudly at the door. 
Nobody opened it. A single voice from within, 
that of Francis Ode, a tenant, and wine-merchant, 
called out that there had been a quarrel between 
the two brothers, but that they were reconciled. 
In the course of the night a horse was heard to 
leave Roland Combalusier’s house, and the next 
day it was said that the brothers had gone away 
together. Two days after Roland was seen at 
Loudun, with his brother Walter. Fourteen wit- 
nesses deposed that they saw Honore pass through 
Nismes, on his way to Thoulouse. 

In this last-named town, on the 1!th of April, 
1814, Perrette Fages, alaundress, appeared at the 
Civil Office, accompanied by two witnesses, and 
entered in the records the death of a stranger, 
called Honore Combalusier, who she said had ar- 
rived at her house the preceding evening. The 
process-verbal of the verification of the corpse was 
drawn up, and the interment took place. M. Bi- 
nolles, a friend of the deceased, remitted to the 
priest 35 francs for the expenses of the funeral, 
and several papers, which the honest ecclesiastic 
sent to Bagnols, to Honore Combalusier’s parents. 
Every thing was legally settled. Roland Comba- 
lusier became his brother’s heir; and were it not 
for one of those signal interpositions of Providence 
so frequent in the annals of crime, nothing would 
thenceforward have interrupted his repose. _ 

It was recollected, however, by some persons, 
that on the morning after the dispute between the 
two brothers, they had seen Bazil, their uncle, 
with his wife, very earl ¥ working in his field near 
Saint Pons. After he had finished, he was seized 
with :udden iliness, and died in two days. In the 
spring of 1814, vegetation in that field manifested 
itself in a very extraordinary manner on a spot 
about the size of a small pit. This appearance 
was again observed in the next year, and excited 
a general disposition to ascertain the cause of it, 
Notwithstanding the record of his disease, the in- 
habitants of St. ‘Pous and Bagnols had never be- 
lieyed that Honore died at Thoulouse, On dig- 


ing in the field just mentioned, they discovered a 
corpse. In its disfigured features, or rather in its 
shape, in its hair, in its dress, in certain private 


marks, in every indication, the whole population 
of St. Pons and Bagnols unanimously recognised 
the unfortunate Honore Combalusier ! 

Roland Combalusier disappeared. His flight 


confirmed the suspicions that were entertained of 


him. His wife, his brother Walter, and Ode (the 
wine-merchant) suspected of having participated 
in the murder, were arreated. The widow of Ba- 
zil was also accused of having concealed the 
corpse, and Perrette Fages, the laundress of Thou- 
louse, was included with one of her twogyitnesses, 
in the charge of having made a false Entry of 
decease. 

But who or what was the Honore Combalusier 
that died at Thoulouse ? A counterfeit corpse, no 
doubt. And the M. Binolles, so careful and sv 
expeditious, could have been no other than Ro. 
land himself, who, seeking to hide his crime, found 
an assistant in doing so in an unhappy mother. 
whom his conduct threatened to snatch forever from 
her children. 

Of the six accused persons, three charged wit! 
being accomplices were acquitted. Madame Com 
balusier, the widow of Bazil, and Perrette Fages. 
having been found guilty by a simple majority o1 
seven against five, the Court retired to deliberat: 
and on their return pronounced the discharge o{ 
the two first, and the condensation of Perrette 
Fages to hard labour for life, and to corporal pun- 
ishment, This sentence, the dictate of wisdom 
and impartiality, excited considerable emotion and 
applause. A great crowd had filled the hall'ot the 
Tribunal, and every body interested himself in 
favour of a young woman, whose sole offence was 
that of having wished to conceal from justice 
the knowledge of a crime of which her husband had 
been the perpetrator. Even Perrette Fages has 
been recommended to the Royal clemency by the 
King’s Advocate. 





AMUSEMENT. 


A Dog’s Jew’s Harp—aA brace of paddies having 
recently landed in the U. S. from the Emerald Isle, 
went to a tavern and called for dinner. ‘The land- 
lord informed them that they had no victuals pre- 
er but apple dumplins ; which were according- 
y set before them. One says to the other, * what 
kind of meat is this, I never saw such meat in Ire- 
Jand.’ ¢ Arrah, by my shoul says the other, ‘I will 
soon find out if it is poison,’ and threw one of the 
dumplins under the table to a large dog, that in- 
stantly swallowed it. The heat in the apple se- 
verely burning the dog’s throat, the sihtonal be an 
to whine and howl an paw his mouth with his fore 
feet. “There by St. Patrick, says Paddy, “They 
are dog’s Jew’s harps, see how swately he plays on 
it.” 














TO READERS AND CORRESPONDENTS. 


We have a communication from ‘ 4n Observer and Lov- 
er of Decurum’—wherein the writer severely censures the 
inattention to Divine Service at our houses of public wor- 
ship. ‘Officers and members of churches,’ says he, 
‘instead of humbly offering ‘their adorations to Him 
whom they ought to serve, may be frequently seen wor- 
shipping the imaginary god Morpheus.’ 

The essay is acceptable, but we presume a hint in this 
case would be as serviceable as a column. 


A Title Page and Index is completed for the Ist Vol. 
of the Magazine. Our friends in town, who keep files of 
the paper, are requested to send for them. Subscribers 
in the country will be furnished by mail. 

We regret the umission of Henry’s communication ‘ 7% 
Eliza,’ which was received after our pages were arrange. 
It shall be attended to next week. 
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